90 THE CUTTING OF AN AGATE
window, and a woman in evening dress,
who was not a little bewildered to find so
many people, was helped down into the
room. She had been at a students' ball
unknown to her husband^ who was asleep
overhead, and had thought to have crept
home unobserved, but for a confederate
at the window. All those talking or
dancing men laughed in a dreamy way;
and she, understanding that there was no
judgment in the laughter of men that had
no thought but of the spectacle of the
world, blushed, laughed and darted through
the room and so upstairs. Alas that the
hangman's rope should be own brother to
that Indian happiness that keeps alone,
were it not for some stray cactus, mother
of as many dreams, immemorial im-
partiality.
THE SUBJECT MATTER OF DRAMA
I read this sentence a few days ago, or
one like it, in an obituary of Ibsen : " Let
nobody again go back to the old ballad
material of Shakespeare,. to murders, and
ghosts, for what interests us on the stage
is modern experience and the discussion of